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 We had found some very kind people at the Immigration House.  The Keating’s, a 
family of Americans we got to know really well later on.  There were also the Jones’s, a 
Welch Family.  They took pity on two little lonesome girls and helped us with our bags 
and baskets, as my Father was no where to be seen when it was time to go to the train.  I 
had always kept my own ticket and my sister’s ever since we had left Sioux City.  We 
had been told to go North with these people anyway as they also were going to Lacombe 
and the conductor would see to us.  Well, it really seemed that we would soon be at the 
end of our long journey.  My father and our friend joined us as we started and he pointed 
out the places of interest to us again, especially old landmarks.  He was a most enjoyable 
traveling companion and did not forget the two little homesick girls he met on the train.  I 
will tell more about him later. 
 My father was lucky to be able to travel with us as there were only two trains a 
week between Calgary and Edmonton.  He would have had to stay in Calgary until 7 am 
Monday morning.  We were anxious to go by Thursdays train as we had written to my 
brother to meet us at Lacombe on June 6th.  He had come to Red Deer in September 1892 
and taken up a homestead eight miles south and east of Lacombe and twenty two miles 
east of Red Deer as that was the only town near at the time he came west.   The country 
around Calgary as we went north was very bare looking, bleak and so cold.  When we left 
Omaha the temperature was 90 degrees Fahrenheit, but in Calgary it felt like 50 degrees.  
As we traveled on, a fine rain was falling, then the rain storms became more frequent.  
Our first impression of a June rain here was that it was far from a warm one, such as we 
were accustomed to.  As we traveled farther north, the country was changing, and from 
Didsbury on there were trees and abundant grass.  We thought Innisfail the prettiest town 
we had seen since entering Canada.  The trees were so green and good for tired eyes 
which had looked upon nothing but widespread prairie for the last three days. 
 We arrived in Lacombe at 4 pm. and were very sorry to bid goodbye to Mr. 
Jackson who was going on to Edmonton.  We were thoroughly tired and hungry for we 
were to excited to sleep or eat the latter part of the journey.  We wondered how my 
Father could talk politics, enjoy his dinner and appear so calm.  The train had just 
crawled along and we were anxious to see our brother.  He was waiting on the platform 
with a friend of his and introduced us to quite a few people who were his neighbours and 
had gone to town that day.  Mail day always brought a crowd of people in mild weather 
as letters were eagerly looked for.  Then we went to do some shopping and to see some 
pet bears that were chained up near the hotel.   I must mention that one of the sons of the 
Welch family we had met at the Immigration House in Calgary, Tom Jones, tried to scare 
us with tales of the Indians.  I often thought later that it had a strange effect on my sister 
as she seemed terribly frightened if an Indian came near her.  Of course, we saw many of 
them in the next few years. 
